LEPROSY   CAN    BE    CURED
chap whose hands are so crippled by leprosy that he can't
show great skill at it, poor fellow. Then comes the play,
usually a Biblical story with embellishments. Indians love
long entertainments, and the story of Dives and Lazarus,
for instance, has to be filled in a bit if it is to last three or
four hours. We are shown Dives's immoral relations with
Lazarus's wife, his last illness, for which various quacks are
called in and finally sent about their business by a not very
realistic medical missionary; his death, followed by the
taking away of his big, black, cardboard soul by six small
black devils. Then there has to be a post-mortem, and a
good many quarrels over his property. The police are
ostentatiously squared lest a verdict of foul play be given
at the inquest—these and many other incidents fill in the
time and provide amusement. Finally, Lazarus dies, pre-
sumably of rabies contracted from the dogs licking Ms
sores. His pink-and-white soul (also cardboard) is removed
by suitable cherubs. The inevitable buffoon, invariable
accompaniment to a Tamil drama, is introduced in the
shape of Dives's servant—a veritable Leslie Henson. The
whole gives us several hours of real entertainment. And
so to bed, after a firework display has wound up the
proceedings.
One of-the lepers at the new Home was a bit of a
grumbler. He was of fairly decent family, but had been
in the old Home some time ; he didn't like the new Home,
in spite of its far more commodious buildings and amenities,
for he had to do a little work, and in the old place his
food had been cooked for him. So he got a bit cheeky.
The obvious thing to do was to put him in charge of one
of the houses, a plan which worked well for a year or so.
But one day he felt particularly outraged by society in
general—nobody knows exactly why—and told Harlow
that if his grievance wasn't satisfied he would call a strike.
He had a good deal of influence with the other lepers, who
had not been in the Home so long. Accordingly, I was
sitting down to dinner with my wife that evening when my
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